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bought a week ago out of his savings; he'd have to keep it
till Gallus had a country-house; years and years perhaps.

Gallus saw the star and felt that it was the eye of Venus,
a guardian light exhaled from the essence of Gytheris.

OUTSIDE the house of Cytheris a man was pacing up and
down, muttering to himself. Fabullus had been standing
on the opposite pavement, unable to leave the vicinity, sure
that there was more to find out; and in proof of his certainty
there had come along a cloaked stranger, a man far too big
to be Gallus. Who was it?

Fabullus crossed the road and stood at the side of the outer

door.   There was a small pillar on either side, and he crouched

hidden, able to see through the slit between pillar and wall.

A cold wind had blown up, but his curiosity was far greater

than his discomfort.   He did not notice the passage of time

as his ears strained for the sound of footsteps.    He would

have stood there all night if need be;   but it was not long

before the sound came.    Pressing his forehead against the

cold stone, he stared towards the door that would soon open.

It opened, and a man stood on the threshold, adjusting his

abolla.   Fabullus saw the face clearly in the lamplight. Then

the door shut, and the man went off, his slave-attendant

trctting at his side.

"They're all in it," groaned Fabullus, and still waited,
retreating across the road to study the upper windows.

His tactics were well considered; for a slave ran out, and
shortly afterwards a Htter appeared before the door. Two
torchbearers struck flints and lighted their resinous torches.
Gytheris hurried out, her head veiled against the night airs.
Fabullus followed at a distance, careless of the wind or
the puddles in which he trod as he marched slowly on, his
eyes fastened on the torch-bearers. He thought he knew
the house at which the litter finally stopped and into which
Cytheris was admitted with a loud noise of bolts and bars
removed and then re-fixed. Enquiring at the nearest tavern,
he learned that it was the house of Dolabella.

HOT often did Gallus receive an early-morning visitor, and
who it could be. Blinking the waters of sleep
Lreonidas opened the door aad let Amos in.